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f ar \ A bcot l e (™y foueraigne) for my feruice don, 
ulr I T f>r, 'Y, thee f eace m y foule is full of fonovv. ' 

' ? „ Th W1 r n °l n e vnIefle y° ur highnefle grant 
* fpeakear once, what is it thou dfman&fl > 

Wh ft* ^ e -orfeit (Sotieraige) of my fetuants life * " 
J* ho flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attending on the Duke cfAV/*%, 

A 4 A. M U L^ r ton S uc to dome my brothers death 
Andfhall thefame gate pardon to a flaue - . ' * 

My brother Hew no man, iris fault was nought, 

And yet his pumfhment was cruel I death? 

IV ho filed to mefor him? who in my rage, 

KneeJd at my feece,and bad me be ad uifde ? 

Whofpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did for Hike 
The mighty Warwicke , and did fight forme ? ' 

Who told me in the Held at Tcwxbury, 

When Oxford had me do wne be refcued me. 

And fay d deare brother hue and be a Kino > 

Who told me when.vvc both lay in the field 
Froienalmoft to dejt|,how lie tont me ’ 

Euen inhBowne armes, rndganehimfelfe 

a u d ” nri r cand naked tothenumbecold night > 

All this from^my remembrance bmUkivm h 
not a man of you 

Had fo mud, grace to pm it in my miode.. 
but when your carters or your way ting vaffailes 
aue done a drunken daughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deared Redeemer 
a °j ltai .ght are on your kneesfor pardon, pardon 

And I mudly too,muft grant it you, F 

But for my brother not a man would fpeake. 

Nor I (vngraciousj fpeake vn to my felfe, 
tor him poore foule the prouded one you all 
Haue beene beholding to him in his lif£ 

Oh "T ? /° U T dd oncc P Jeade <& Hs life : 

n Z d ’ I e3rC th S w«I take hold 
i inland you,and mine,and yours for this. 
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^/RicHai uthe Third’. 

Gle. This is the fruit of rawneffe : markeyounot 
How that the guilty kindred of the Queene, 

Lcokt pale when they did heare of Clarence death « 

Oh, they did vrge it dill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company* Exeunt « 

Enter Dutches of Torkejvitb Clarence Children. 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead _ ? 

Dut- No Boy. , ( breaft ? 

%.Wliy doe you wring your hand sand beat your 
Andcry,Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle.W hy doe you looks on vs and fhake your heaa r 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes, cattawaies. 

If that our noble Father be aliue ? 

Dut- Mypritty Cofens you midake memuch, 

I do lament the fickndfe of the King : 

As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead * 

It were lod labour to weepe for one that's loft^ 

Bojiihtn Granam you conclude that he is aead. 

The King my vncleis too blame for this : 

God will reuenge it, whoml wil’importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 

Dut .Peace Children peace,the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fhallow inocents, 

You cannot gefle who caufed your Fathers death. 

'ite/. Granam, weean : for my good Vncle Gloccsicr* 
Told me , the King prouoked by the flueene, 

Deuis’d impeachments toimprifonhim : 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

Andhugd me inhisarmes, and kindly kid my cheekes, - 
And bad me relie on him as one rhy Father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his'Childe. 

Dut- Oh that deceit fhould deale fuch gentle fhapes. 
And with a vcrtuOus vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonne , yea and therein my fhame : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Thinkeyoumy Yncle did didemble, Granam ? 

Dut. I Boy: 

Boj. Icannotthinke it, harke, what noyfe is this 

E Enter. 
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